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Sierra Mazateca, Northern Oaxaca, 1933 


With the whine of bullets humming in your ears 
like annoying mosquitos, you drop through a gaping 
hole, hoping it will lead to the central chamber of the 
Tepotzteco Pyramid, and not another Mazatec trap. 
It's about time you found the power key and got it 
back to the Army types in D.C. 

As your boots hit the solid stone floor there is a 
scraping and sliding noise as a massive stone jams 
into place above you. 

This is a vast, shadowy space. An evil smell 
mingles with the sound of dripping water. 

Riverlets of viscous slime run down the eastern 
wall from an invisible seam far above. Through a 
door to the south, in the center of a domed room is a 
golden key, radiant in a shaft of white light. To your 
north is an open doorway, eighteen feet high, 
through which a luminous glow emanates. A carved 
stone panel is centered in the western wall. 

If this is the central chamber you can't be far from 
the key. The legends say - 

"He who holds the key controls the earth's pulse!" 
Turn to page 9 to go North 
Turn to Page 7 to go South 


For a minute you forget where you are. Your eyes 
and nose are burning. Time suddenly has no 
meaning. You feel a little lightheaded. 

You feel something of outside force working on 
you, making you sleepy and distracted. 

It's becoming more and more difficult to breathe, 
your throat burns as if someone has poured sulphuric 
acid own it. 

For one frightening moment the wavering image 
of an ancient Mazatec priest appears the fades away. 

You fall to your knees, your eyes can no longer 
stay open, and your mind racers as you try to 
discover the cause of your difficulties. You flash 
back to the wall in the central chamber, the stench 
and the color of the foul water. Looks like you have 
succumbed to an ancient Mazatec trap, Indy. 


The End 


You've returned to the central chamber. You trip 
over your own feet, the regain your balance. 

A trapdoor opens at your feet, sending you 
tumbling down a seemingly endless chute. 

Like a clown shot out of cannon, you are ejected 
from a hole in the cliff face, and descend into a pile 
of bones of earlier explorers. 


The End 


Your footsteps crash through a deep silence. 
Darkness blurs the ancient stone walls of the tomb. 
The air is soft, impossibly still. 

As still as death. A large boulder has come to rest 
against one wall. Going south will return you to the 
central chamber. 

Marion Ravenwood would have enjoyed this. Too 
bad you had to leave her in Mexico City. 

When some of Plebinheim's men entered the 
hotel bar, she let them buy her a drink, while you 
gave them the slip. You got away that time, but that 
damned Nazi Plebinheim has been hot on your heels 
the whole way. 

Darkness blurs the ancient stone walls of the 
tomb. 

Turn to page 10 to examine the boulder 
Turn to Page 11 to go South 


This man-high boulder is a sprung booby trap, 
complete with the skeletal remains of an errant 
looter beneath it. 

The bones of his hand rest on the smooth boulder, 
testimony to the looter's last grasp at life. 

This is the chalk-white skeleton of a hand, the 
fingers are unusually long and delicate. 

You pull the hand and it breaks away from the 
skeleton's wrist with a dry snap. Powder floats into 
the air. 


Turn to page 11 go back to the Central chamber 
Turn to Page 7 to continue to examine the hand 
further. 


10 


You have returned to the central chamber to 
examine the enormous carved stone panel. The panel 
depicts the Goddess of the Earth, Coatlicue. 

She is a huge, seated figure with the features of a 
woman, but the scaly limbs of an iguana. Her large 
jaw dominates her skull-like head. A small stone peg 
juts from the middle of it. 

Curiously, should you decide to pull the jaw and it 
crumbles to dusk to reveal a recessed button. 


Turn to page 12 to press the button 
Turn to Page 7 to go south 


11 


A click, and then for a moment the central 
chamber falls utterly silent. The silence is broken by 
the sound of stone grinding against stone. The entire 
carved panel folds inward on itself. The mouth 
appears to laugh; the jaw flaps wildly. When the 
dust clears the opened panel reveals a dark tunnel to 
the west. A vast black cloud of squealing bats 
swoops out of the tunnel and dive-bombs straight 
toward you. 


You need to defend yourself. 


Turn to page 14 to uncoil your whip 
Turn to Page 13 to draw your gun 


12 


You draw your gun. The bats hover in an eye- 
level circle around you as their sonar takes a bead on 
your position. Having defined their prey, the 
disgusting rodents tear at your clothes like 
maddening harpies. 

One of the bats wheels out of formation and 
swoops past your line of sight and claws at your 
chest with tiny, razor-sharp feet. The bat inches 
towards the tender flesh of your neck. 

The entire swarm engulfs you, knocking you to 
the ground. Despair knots in your chest as the bats 
claw at your flesh. Your neck smarts as the tiny 
fangs of the swarm puncture it. Then blood begins to 
pulse from you, the centre of a nightmare fantasy. 
But this nightmare is too real. 


The End 


13 


You take the bullwhip. The bats hover in an eye- 
level circle around you as their sonar takes a bead on 
your position. As you crack the bullwhip, the bats 
back off en masse and fly into the upper recesses of 
the chamber. 

With the opening to the central chamber gaping to 
the south and the small tunnel opening tapering 
downward to the west, this triangularly shaped room 
reminds you of something. Something unpleasant. 
You hear a cracking noise, the walls vibrate. The 
carved panel swings back into place. 


Turn to page 15 to go West 
Turn to Page 7 to go South 


14 


In the passageway west it is too dark to see, you 
can feel that you are at the t-shaped junction of 
circular tunnels that lead your through a maze of 
tunnels. 

Leading by touch you can feel the smooth walls of 
a circular tunnel which bends to the north and east. 

The snaking trail of the tunnel spirals take you 
upward, finally ending at the inner sanctum, a 
primitive stone grotto, bare except for a slim, black 
pedestal against one wall. 

A small gold totem atop a thick granite cylinder 
stands on the pedestal. It emits an unearthly low- 
pitched hum. 

You take the cylinder and suddenly a stone slab 
crashes to the ground to the east. The wall to the 
west collapses. Light and air pour in. The pedestal 
tumbles out of the opening, and into the valley 
below. 

A glance down reveals that the inner sanctum is 
now a shallow cave in a steep cliff face. A thousand 
feet below is a vast valley. A few feet above, a 
narrow shelf of rock juts from the cliff edge. 

Turn to page 16 to use your whip on the rock to go 
west 
Turn to page 18 to climb back into the cave and go 
east. 


15 


You lasso the jutting rock and put the totem in 
your pocket. 

You grip the whip, test it with your weight, and 
climb athletically up the cliff face. You drop the 
cylinder and the hand. 

With the flapping of wings that sound like a 
thousand sails, a giant eagle swoops from out of 
nowhere and snatches the cylinder. 

You continue to climb until you reach the jutting 
rock. You perch on a narrow platform of jutting 
rock, suspended like a high diver over the deep 
green sea of the jungle far below. 

A high barren mesa stretches away to the east. 
Near the southern edge of the mesa, tiny ant-like 
figures scurry around the entrance of the pyramid. 
You pick up your bullwhip from the floor and wear 
it on your shoulder. 

The ground of the mesa is as desolate as the 
surface of the moon. At its north end, a stone known 
as the Bridge of Fools balances delicately over a 
deep ravine. 

On the far side of the bridge is a dark writhing 
mass. Beyond it is a white wall of mist. The pyramid 
is a solitary wedge on the mesa far to the south. The 
flat dark shapes of men swarm about looking for 
something, or someone. 


16 


One stops, then gestures in your direction. They 
mass together and march across the mesa toward 
you. 


To the east, the mesa ends in a steep rise. 
To the west is the jutting rock. 

Turn to page to go East 23 

Turn to page to go West page 19 


17 


You climb back towards the cave but the massive 
slab begins to inch toward you. The Granite slab 
continues to move to the west forcing you closer to 
the mouth of the cave 

You fall. While waiting for the impact you 
consider your decision to give up the sedentary life 
of a professor of archaeology. 


SPLAT! 


The End! 


18 


You walk to the jutting rock. You can hear an 
airplane in the distance. The roar of the airplane 
bounces off the cliffs. You can now see the plane. 
It's a 1917 DeHavilland with a woman in the 
cockpit, her coppery brown hair streams out behind 
her. She is flying into the ravine, under the Bridge of 
Fools. 

Plebinheim arrives pointing his luger at you. One 
of Hitler's most devoted lackeys, Plebinheim's 
vicious and superior manner has alienated most of 
his fellow archaeologists. The cold fanatic gleam in 
his eyes is magnified by his wire-rimmed glasses. 
He's surrounded by SS louts who look eager to kill. 
They brutishly frisk you. He strokes holds in his 
hand Tristan, his pet rat. 

"I believe you are already familiar with my friend, 
Don Ramone.”, questioned Plebinheim 

Plebinheim gestures towards a small, wire-bodied 
man, Clutched in his talon-like hands is the power 
key. His deep-set eyes look up at Plebinheim 
adoringly. 

"I'm thoroughly enjoying your last moments. You 
amuse me.”’, said Plebinheim 

You grab for your whip but Plebinheim catches it 
and pulls it from your hand. 

Turn to next page. 


19 


You grab for your whip but Plebinheim catches it 
and pulls it from your hand. 

"I'll put it to good use,” He gives Tristan a gentle 
pat." I have great respect for your work, Dr. Jones. 
That is why I am contributing the service of my pet 
rat, Tristan to your demise. 

Plebinheim snaps his fingers. The Nazi soldiers 
tie your wrists with a rope, the hang you over the 
cliff edge. Tristan begins to gnaw the rope eagerly. 
You are dangling from a thin sisal rope over the cliff 
edge. The solid rock face feels cool against your 
back. The vista in front of you is stunning but you 
don't have time to contemplate it. Plebinheim strokes 
the white rate lovingly as Tristan chews the rope 
hungrily. The role is getting ragged. You can hear 
airplane in the distance. Tristan chews the rope at an 
alarming rate, only a few strands remain. Plebinheim 
smiles down at you. The airplane sounds closer. You 
can hear the engine beats. 

"Soon your entire nation will be as bad off as you 
are.", said Plebinheim. 

The lasts strand of rope give away with a 
sickening snap..,, 
It’s in the hands of fate, Indy. Pick either page 21 or 
22. 


20 


Your body accelerates with frightening speed, 
spinning towards the valley below. 


You lived smart, died well. 


The End. 


21 


You are falling gracefully through the air. 
Miraculously the DeHavilland swoops just in time, 
and you land gracefully of the upper wing. As you 
slide into the passenger seat behind Marion, you 
quickly don the filthy goggles she hands you. 

When she lands at the nearby airfield, the enraged 
owner curses at her for having the plane so long, and 
then hurriedly gases up and takes off. 

Marion is a tall dark-haired, loose-limbed. beauty 
in her mid-twenties who belies her natural elegance 
with a tough tomboy manner. You know she’s 
trouble, but you're a fool for love. 

You face a landing strip of crumbling concrete in 
a clearing gouged out of jungle. A tattered wind 
sock hangs limply from frazzled rigging. Like a 
misplaced dream of progress, a black ribbon of 
newly paved road shoots straight through the jungle 
to the north. To the west a sand road winds into dark 
jungle. The sheer cliffs of the Tepotzteco Mountains 
rim the horizon like a tribe of mute giants. 

A motorcycle with sidecar awaits 


Turn to page 27 


22 


The ground of the mesa is as desolate as the 
surface of the moon. At its north end, a stone known 
as the Bridge of Fools balances delicately over a 
deep ravine. On the far side of the bridge is a dark 
writhing mass. Beyond it is a white wall of mist. The 
pyramid is a solitary wedge on the mesa far to the 
south. The flat dark shapes of men swarm about 
looking for something, or someone. One stops, then 
gestures in your direction. They mass together and 
march across the mesa toward you. To the east, the 
mesa ends in a steep rise. To the west is the jutting 
rock. 

You are standing on a huge stone which forms a 
natural bridge across the ravine, a fatal half-mile 
drop to the green jungle below. Several snakes coil 
languidly around your feet. They stare with 
inscrutable, black eyes, but, so far, none tense to 
strike. To your north all is shrouded in mist. Nazi 
soldiers advance across the mesa to the south. 


Turn to page 25 to go South 
To travel North go to page 24 


23 


You are wrapped by chilly, clinging sheets of mist 
which blur the borders of the meadow, but not the 
small figure sitting in the middle of it. Sunlight 
gleams around him, and for a moment his face 
resembles a cobra's. Snakes circle around him. Don 
Pedro is a small tubby man whose round face is 
continuously animated. His dark eyes radiate 
intelligence and humour. His manner is warm and 
direct. Yet there is something that makes you think 
that he is living a delightful joke. 


To ask Don Pedro for help go to page 26 
To travel North go to page 25 


24 


You've returned to the bridge. As the mist 
mysteriously lifts, the snakes slide into holes in the 
ground. You stand exposed to the ant-like men who 
are yelling and pointing at you from the mesa to the 
south. 

Now you can see the plane. It's a 1917 
DeHavilland with a woman in the cockpit, her 
coppery brown hair streams out behind her. She is 
flying into the ravine, under the Bridge of Fools. 

A Nazi platoon is approaching from the new road. 
The platoon arrived. Despite the Mexican heat, the 
uniforms of these Nazi soldiers are crisply ironed. 
The weapons they are pointing at you are equally 
well cared for. 

Two of the Nazi soldiers grab Marion. Then the 
rest carry out their orders and shoot you on sight. 


The End 


25 


“Help, me?”, you ask Don Pedro. 

Don Pedro's eyes twinkle. 

“T can help you when you least expect it, but you 
must learn to trust what you hate.” Don Pedro says 
rather cryptically 

You've returned to the bridge. As the mist 
mysteriously lifts, the snakes slide into holes in the 
ground. You stand exposed to the ant-like men who 
are yelling and pointing at you from the mesa to the 
south. Now you can see the plane. It's a 1917 
DeHavilland with a woman in the cockpit, her 
coppery brown hair streams out behind her. She is 
flying into the ravine, under the Bridge of Fools. A 
Nazi platoon is approaching from the new road. The 
platoon is nearing. You decide you have only one 
option to jump onto the passing plane! 


It’s in the hands of fate, Indy. Pick either page 21 or 
22. 


26 


“What, now Marion?”, You ask. 
“What am I, the Encyclopaedia Britannica? “ 
Marion sharply replies. 
You see that the motorbike and side-car sitting in 
the road and decide to commandeer 
“Let’s get on the Motorcycle. Hopefully, they’ve 
left the keys” 
“You’re the archaeologist, why don't you dig it 
up!” said Marion. 
“Oh! God! What am I doing here? I should have 
gone to Africa with Ernest Hemingway?” 
You give the totem to Marion. 
“Thanks. What should I do with it?”, questions 
Marion. 
“Hide it,” you say. 
“T'll hide it where even you can't find it” she 
replies. Marion steps reluctantly into the side car. 
Rather than being barked at you decide to drive. 
Shhesk! 


Turn to page to page 30 for West or page 28 for 
North 


27 


You drive. This sand road is dappled in green light, 
pitted with beetle shells, pounded into swirls by 
human feet. From above comes the buzzing and 
screeching of birds and insects. To the south, steep 
mountain peaks pierce the clouds. The road cuts 
through the dark jungle to the north. To the east is 
the airfield. To the west, faint attempts at footpaths 
are crippled by tangles of spiky vine. Marion is in 
the sidecar. 
This is a dead end 


28 


You are back at the landing strip. As you figured 
you can’t go west and decided to follow the black 
ribbon of newly paved road shooting straight 
through the jungle to the north. 


Turn to next page 


29 


Ahead of you are the decaying remnants of an 
Indian village. Jungle chokes the rectangle of 
collapsed bamboo huts. Limp serapes and greying 
long underwear hang on a line in a desultory tropical 
breeze. 

A junked jeep stands on cinder blocks with its 
hood up. Scrawled across the side of the largest hut 
is Viva la Revolucion! 

A road leads south to the sand road. To the north 
it dips into a pool and then continues on the other 
side. A trail leads west into the jungle. Here is a 
Bandito named Benito. The first thing you notice 
about Benito is the gleam of his large crooked teeth. 
His teeth are spoilers, reminiscent of the grill on a 
Mexican bus. The second thing you notice is the 
bright red cloth wrapped around his protruding 
stomach, and the wicked gleam of his knife. He 
stands bare-headed in the sun. Benito and his gang 
of twenty-four banditos will do anything in the name 
of la Revolution. 

The Banditos expect you to speak 
To shout “Viva la Revolucion” goto page 32 
To shout “Viva la Revolution” goto page 31 


30 


“Viva Revolution,” you shout! 

“Your accent is hard to understand, gringo. 
All you Gringo’s love to babble!” 

“Viva Revolution,” you shout again raising your 
arm 

“Senor, you are beginning to bother me, “Says 
Benito, “ I think we will have your motorcycle. 

The Banditos drag you and Marion off the 

motorcycle. A Nazi platoon is marching from the 
sand road. 
A Nazi platoon is approaching from the new road. 
The platoon arrived. Despite the Mexican heat, the 
uniforms of these Nazi soldiers are crisply ironed. 
The weapons they are pointing at you are equally 
well cared for. 

Two of the Nazi soldiers grab Marion. Then the 
rest carry out their orders and shoot you on sight. 


The End 


31 


“ Viva la Revolucion!....Mi amigo, you are one of 
us!” crises Benito in delight. 

The banditos send up an answering shout and 
throw a handful of bullets into a nearby fire. The 
bullets explode in a shower of fire, creating the 
atmosphere and confusion of a 4th of July 
celebration. 

Thinking fast you offer Benito your hat for his 
knife. 

“It's a deal.” He takes the hat and hands you the 
knife. Benito examines and admires it’s 
workmanship “This is a ........ I’ve always wanted 
one. Carlos, give this man some bullets!” 

“Great! We can now continue” you reply. 

The road leads south to the sand road. To the north 

it dips into a pool and then continues on the other 
side. A trail leads west into the jungle. 

To take the road that leads south go to page 39. 

To travel north it dips into a pool and then continues 
on the other side turn to page 40 

To travel west — turn to page 33. 


32 


Giant banyan leaves line the jungle trail, making it 
impassable by motorbike. To the west, in the 
distance, a blaze of light indicates a clearing. To the 
east is the bandito hideout. 


To get off the motorcycle and walk the jungle trail 
West turn to page 34 
To return East turn to page 39. 


33 


You are in a clearing in dense jungle. Giant roots 
cross a track which curves east and north. South of 
you, a six-foot-high anthill swarms with red ants. To 
the west is an impenetrable growth of poison Ivy and 
you know that he motorcycle won’t make it that way 
and is a dead end. 

Marion sits in the sidecar. An Eagle swoops out of 
the sky, beating you with its wings. You swerve into 
a tree. Dazed, you fall forward against the 
handlebars. 

When you recover Marion is gone. 


To go North turn to page 35 
To return East turn to page 39. 


34 


You sit on the fat seat of the motorcycle. 

The jungle thins out as the track descends north 
towards a raging river. To pass through the water 
you will not to leave the motorbike as will not be 
able to go that way. To the south it leads towards 
the clearing. 

Thick marsh grass presses in on both sides of the 
track. Hundreds of wild crow perch on the branches 
of trees which hang out over the water. 

Get off the bike and walk North through the river 
page 36. 
To return South turn to page 39 


35 


You are standing up to your chest in rushing water 
on the southern side of the river, the current tugging 
at your legs. 

The river, swollen with summer rain, us thick with 
ochre silt, which makes it impossible to gauge its 
depth. Tree branches float eastward rapidly. 


Swim back to the bank go to page 37 
To grab the branch turn to page 38 


36 


The current drags you downstream and over the 
waterfall where your famous luck runs out. A seven- 
foot alligator grabs your leg and pulls you under. 

For the next few minutes the alligators enjoy a 
taffy pull — your body is the taffy. 


The End 


37 


That was an interesting idea, but it just won’t 
work. 

The current drags you downstream and over the 
waterfall where your famous luck runs out. The 
alligators devour you. 


The End 


38 


Oh! No! Indy. It looks like you have been tracked 
by the Nazi Platoon. 

Despite the Mexican Heat, the uniforms of these 
Nazi soldiers are crisply ironed. The weapons they 
are pointing at you are equally well cared for. 

They carry out their orders and shoot you on sight. 


The End 


39 


You rev the engine and storm into the Jungle 
Unfortunately; you didn’t spy a giant water pool and 
splash straight into it. 

The motorcycle makes it about three-quarters. The 
motorcycle makes it about three-quarters of the way 
across before its engine sputters and dies. 

Suddenly you sense movement beneath the water, 
and several pairs of reptilian eyes surface— 
alligators. The alligators are moving fast and as you 
quickly look around you see only two options. An 
overhanging branch you can climb or kickstart the 
bike for the final quarter. 

To jump to the branch turn to page 43 
Trust the bike turn to page 42 


40 


From the branch you can see the alligators are 
getting closer and closer. Your hands slip, and like a 
dog catching a biscuit; the largest alligator catches 
you in midair. 


The End 


41 


You rev the motorbike with little effect. The 
alligators swim towards you and the Nazi platoon is 
approaching. The alligators get closer and closer. 


Your famous look runs out. A seven foot alligator 
grabs your foot and pulls you under. For a few 


minutes the alligator enjoy a taffy pull-your body is 
the taffy. 


The End 


42 


You jump up and grab the branch. You are 
hanging above the motorcycle and a mud-colored 
pool. The branch extends from an old decaying tree 
which stands on the northern edge of the curving 
road. 

From the branch you can see the alligators swim 
toward you. 

You make your way; hand over hand, along the 
branch until the curving road is below you. 

It time to act Indy - jump the remaining distance 
turn to page 44 or wait a few seconds longer turn to 
page 41 


43 


You did it Indy! You made the jump. 

You can now see a dirt road curves like a drawn 
bow from the pool in the south to a crossroad in the 
east. 

North of the road lies a patch of quicksand 
swarming with mosquitos. 

You can go south as you will become lunch for the 
alligators! 


To return South turn to page 45. 
To go North turn to page 46. 


44 


You’ve returned to the pool. Marion stays with 
you. Your famous luck runs out. A seven-foot 
alligator grabs your leg and pulls you under. 

“Oh god, what am I doing here? I should have 
gone to Africa with Ernest Hemmingway!” Screams 
Marion. 

For the next few minutes the alligators enjoy a 
tatty pull—your body is the tatty. 


The End 


45 


This is a dead end. You return to the dirt road 
curves like a drawn bow from the pool in the south 
to a crossroad in the east. 


To return South turn to page 45. 
To go East turn to page 47. 


46 


From this crossroad, a narrow road runs north and a 
new road lead south. A pitted dirt road snakes east 
and curves west and out of sight. Heat waves 
shimmer from the asphalt and dragonflies hover in 
the humid air. 

To return West turn to page 48. 

To go East turn to page 49. 

To go North turn to page 50. 

To go South turn to page 51. 


47 


You’ve returned to the road unfortunately the 
platoon is here. 

Despite the Mexican heat, the uniforms of these 
Nazi soldiers are crisply ironed. The weapons they 
are pointing at you are equally well-cared for. They 
carry out their orders and shoot you on sight. 


The End 


48 


This long driveway makes a lazy slalom toward a 
three-story villa to the east. 

The grand house sags on its foundations like a 
broken old man, yet an armed guard stands on its 
portico. Overgrown bushes and spiky weeds line the 
northern and southern edges of the villa driveway. 


To go West return to page 47 

To go North turn to page 53 

To go South turn to page 54 

To go East toward the house turn to page 55 


49 


This narrow road paved with flat stones cut north- 
south through marshland. 

The road deadends in the north at a bridge 
construction site by a rushing river. The piles of 
girders and cables look like a giant collapsed erector 
set unfortunately the platoon is here. 

Despite the Mexican heat, the uniforms of these 
Nazi soldiers are crisply ironed. The weapons they 
are pointing at you are equally well-cared for. They 
carry out their orders and shoot you on sight. 


The End 


50 


A black ribbon of a new road connects the airfield 
to the south with the crossroad to the North. 

Vines and twisting tendrils creep across soft fresh 
asphalt, menacing as muggers in a steamy subway 
tunnel. 

To go North to the airfield turn to page 48. 
To go South turn to page 52. 


51 


You’ve returned to the airfield unfortunately you 
have been tracked by the platoon. 

Despite the Mexican heat, the uniforms of these 
Nazi soldiers are crisply ironed. The weapons they 
are pointing at you are equally well-cared for. They 
carry out their orders and shoot you on sight. 


The End 


52 


All around you are dense, fetid bushes with no way 
through. The villa driveway is to the south. 


Return to page 49 


53 


You've made your way through the bushes south 
of the driveway to the wall of the villa. Vines as 
thick as telephone poles climb up the moss-mottled 
wall to the rooftop. 

“Marion, give me the Totem.” You ask. 

Marion gives you the totem and you put in your 
pocket. 

“Are you going to climb the vines?” Marion says. 

You give Marion a tired expression and both of 
you begin to climb the vines. Once on the flat 
rooftop you find it is made of loose red tiles and at 
your feet is a closed splintery door, built flush to the 
roof. 

You pass through the roof door which closes 
behind you and you climb down the 
spiral staircase. 

Ten-foot-high brick walls line this narrow 
hallway. The spiral stairs are to the south. East of 
you is an open doorway, through which you can see 
Plebinheim and Don Ramone. Plebinheim is 
clutching the power key and staring at something 
you cannot see. 

“The ceremony at the Pyramids will be an 
awesome sight, but not as awesome as the crumbling 
of the Americans.” Says Plebinheim. His chuckle 
would chill hell itself. 

To climb down turn to page 57 
To wait go turn to page 56 


54 


You approach the house with the armed guard. The 
armed guard is a Nazi Solider that has been ordered 
to shoot you on site. He recognizes you and carries 
out his orders, hoping desperately for a promotion 
which, by the way, he gets. 


The End 


55 


You wait and Plebinheim says “Mein elegant 
eagle, after we complete our experiment, there will 
be no obstacles to the supremacy of the Reich!” 

Then Plebinheim and Don Ramone leave through 
an archway in the eastern wall. 

The dirt and dust of years has settled on the floor 
of the basement. Several pairs of footsteps lead 
through the archway in the eastern wall. 

Your footsteps lead from the archway in the 
western wall. A battered table gracesits center. On 
this is the Mazatec power key known as the eye. It 
emits an unearthlylow-pitched hum. A large animal 
skin adorns one wall. You take the eye and put it in 
your pocket. 

Don Ramone, Plebinheim and his thugs have you 
surrounded. In the struggle you are knocked 
unconscious. The last words you hear are from 
Plebinheim's thin lips. 

“Tt all falls into place.” He says. 


Turn to page 58 
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The dirt and dust of years has settled on the floor 
of the basement. Several pairs of footsteps lead 
through the archway in the eastern wall. 

Your footsteps lead from the archway in the 
western wall. A battered table gracesits center. On 
this is the Mazatec power key known as the eye. It 
emits an unearthlylow-pitched hum. A large animal 
skin adorns one wall. 

Don Ramone, Plebinheim and his thugs have you 
surrounded. In the struggle you are knocked to the 
floor. The last words you hear are from Plehinheim’s 
thin lips. 

“Tt all falls into place” he says as you take your 
last breath. 


The End 
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You are jarred back to consciousness by a 
terrifying, loud rattling sound. You are in a cage in 
the open back of a Mercedes truck, bouncing along a 
narrow trail through the jungle. 

Suddenly, the truck hits a large bump and you and 
your cage fly off. The truck continues on, the driver 
oblivious to what has happened. The cage lands in 
dense undergrowth. 

The cage is constructed of the finest steel wire, 
meshed in a grid pattern. 

The cage door is clamped shut and held in place by a 
sturdy lock. 

Marion is gone. Maybe dead but no time to thinks 
as you hear your least favorite sound, the sibilant 
hiss of a snake. Then you see it: A serpent of 
seemingly endless length moving slowly toward you 
through the jungle underbrush. 

Oh, no! Indy! There’s not much you can do here. 
You can either hiss at the snake on page 60 or find 
other way on page 59 
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The snake’s hiss dominates the sounds of the 
jungle. The massive creature reaches the cage and 
begins to slither up onto the solid metal top. 

The metal roof of the cage buckles under the 
weight of the snake as it crosses over the top. It then 
continues its trek through the jungle ignoring you. 
As day slips into the night, a torrential rain soaks the 
jungle—and you. You fall into a feverish dream 
where every major city in the United States 
crumbles to dust. 

Pelbinheim laughs madly in the background. You 
can’t find Marion. All is confusion. You never 
awake from the dream. 


The End 
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The snake seems to wink at you, wraps itself 
around the cage door, and with one great squeeze 
snaps the lock. Don Pedro's laugh echoes through 
the jungle. You look around but neither he nor the 
snake is visible. 

You are in a clearing in dense jungle. Giant roots 
cross a track which curves east and north. South of 
you, a six-foot-high anthill swarms with red ants. 

To go North turn to page 61 
To go South turn to page 62 
To go East turn to page 63 
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The jungle thins out as the track descends north a 
raging river and leads south towards the clearing. 
Thick marsh grass presses in on both sides of the 
track. Hundreds of wild crows perch on the branches 
of tress which hang out over the water. 

Unfortunately, the Nazi platoon is here and despite 
the Mexican heat, the uniforms of these Nazi 
soldiers are crisply ironed. The weapons they are 
pointing at you are equally well-cared for. They 
carry out their orders and shoot you on sight. 


The End 


61 


This is a dead end. 

Unfortunately, the Nazi platoon is here and despite 
the Mexican heat, the uniforms of these Nazi 
soldiers are crisply ironed. The weapons they are 
pointing at you are equally well-cared for. They 
carry out their orders and shoot you on sight. 


The End 
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The jungle thins out as the track descends north 
toward a raging river and leads south toward the 
clearing. Thick marsh grass presses in on both sides 
of the track. Hundreds of wild crows perch on the 
branches of trees which hang out over the water. 

To go South, back to the clearing turn to page 48 
To go North turn to page 64 
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You move slowly into south side of the river and 
are standing up to your chest in rushing water with 
the current tugging at your legs. 

The river, swollen with summer rain, is thick with 
ochre silt, which makes it impossible to gauge its 
depth. Tree branches float eastward rapidly. 

To examine branch on turn to page 65 
swim north to turn to page 66 
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You take a look at the branch but the current drags 
you drags you downstream and over the waterfall 
where your famous luck runs out. You become lunch 
for the alligators. 


The End 
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You dive into the water and swim, fighting the 
current all the way. You reach land. 

The river bank is wide and flat. South with the 
river rushing along with a steady roar. Ahead is a 
concrete bunker and Marion and you walk inside. 

The bunker is bare except for a rickety pine table 
on which a guard is snoring, face down, in a drunken 
stupor, dressed in absurd long johns. Beside him, his 
SS uniform decorates the floor like a Nazi carpet. 
His Lugar sits next to him. 

Take the Lugar turn to page 67 
Take the clothes turn to page 68 
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The guard wakes. Fondles his Luger sensually, just 
before you reach it, and fires. His aim is not great, 
but it?s a small room. The wall behind you 
resembles a Jackson Pollock painting. Your blood is 
the painting. RIP. 


The End 
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You take the uniform and returned to the river 
bank. It’s a nice fit which is unusual. 

From the riverbank you move west along the 
garbage-strewn path leads through hillocks of 
broken glass which refract the sunlight and cause 
rainbow-like beams to light up the path. Through 
these beams a hill is visible to the west. 

You walk a seemingly endless trail until you reach 
a small plateau at the hill top. The southern and 
northern slopes descend precipitously to the jungle 
below. Carved steps lead down the barren hill 
toward two magnificent pyramids to the west. 
Nearest you is the Pyramid of the Moon. Beyond it 
lies a vast granite plaza ending in the Pyramid of the 
Sun. 

You stand halfway down the carved steps. Below 
you, to the west, at the base of the Pyramid of the 
Moon, Nazi soldiers lean against their trucks, 
smoking cigarettes and bathing in the bright 
sunlight. 

The Nazi soldiers ignore you, you've fooled them 
for now, Indy. 

You cross the flat top of the pyramid. The way off 
is to the east. To the west, below you, the plaza 
stretches out toward the Pyramid of the Sun. A slab 
of stone at your feet is carved in a familiar style. It is 
a socket for the eye. You take the eye and put it into 
the socket. It begins to move, sliding to the 
east, revealing a dark and dank stairway. You move 
into the stairway... 
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The slab shuts behind you. A broken stair gives 
way at your feet, and you ricochet off the walls as 
you crash down the stairs and into total darkness. 

You reach into the darkness, and feel a dry, 
smooth object, which is now moving--moving up 
your arm! You hear the hiss of a snake. You freeze. 
Oh, no! Indy! There’s not much you can do here. 
You can either hiss at the snake again on page 70 or 
find other way on page 71. 
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The snake shifts its weight on your shoulders and 
hisses softly. You reach into the darkness, and find 
an altar-shaped niche in the wall. You take your 
knife and out totem in niche. 

The wall slides open to reveal a tunnel shaped like 
a screaming mouth. A faint light glows from the 
west. Echoes of screams reverberate toward you. 
The ceiling of the tunnel is ribbed, resembling the 
inside of a grotesque animal's throat. You travel 
down the secret passageway, a woman's screams 
echoing in your ears, until your way west is blocked 
by a large stone pillar. It is at the top of a long stone 
ramp which slopes down and to the south. Through a 
hole in the pillar, you have a partial view of a stone 
chamber, and the source of the screams. 


It's Marion. 


An intense beam of light shines down on her. She is 
tied to a metal rack suspended from a forty-foot-high 
triangular contraption. High on a small platform 
directly opposite you, is Plebinheim. He stares down 
at Marion, a rapt expression on his face. 


As you take in the horrific sight, an eagle swoops 
past your line of vision and dives straight at Marion. 
The muscles of the snake tense, as if it's 

Preparing to strike... 
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The snake’s hiss dominates the jungle room. The 
massive creature reaches around your waist and 
begins to slither up towards your neck. 

Suddenly the snake rears backward and then 
flashing forward dig it’s fang into your neck. 

You are instantly parallelized and as day slips into 
the night you fall into a feverish dream where every 
major city in the United States crumbles to dust. 

Pelbinheim laughs madly in the background. You 
can’t find Marion. All is confusion. You never 
awake from the dream. 


The End 
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You stand on the eastern ramp. The pillar, above 
you to the north, depicts the Goddess of the Earth 
Coatlicue. The peephole you used forms her gaping 
mouth. 

She presides over a square, Mazatec sacrificial 
chamber. The ancient chamber contains a huge pit 
filled with whirling blood, surrounded by a ring of 
fire. In the middle of this pool of blood is the metal 
contraption with large, mushroom-shaped electrical 
coils in each corner. Sparks shoot from coil to 
coil. Marion is struggling to free herself. 

Perched like an eagle in his aerie, Plebinheim is 
absorbed in controlling a long stone lever, oblivious 
to everything, even the power key suspended from 
the ceiling above him. The light streaming in from a 
hole directly overhead focuses through the key's 
crystal onto Marion. 

To the west, the floor of the chamber rims the pool 
of blood. Several Nazi soldiers stand near the ring of 
fire with their backs to you. The pool of blood is 
beginning to boil. 

Marion shrieks and struggles against her bonds. 

To go West turn to page 73 
To Drop the bullets turn to page 74 
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You stand on the floor of the chamber between the 
eastern and western ramps. Everything around you 
is in confusion. To the north, a narrow bridge leads 
over the pool of blood and the ring of fire to the 
rack. At the top of the western ramp, Plebinheim 
hunches over his stone lever. It is hooked up to a 
giant map of the United States. Rows of tiny lights 
radiate toward major American cities. 


The eagle dives, pecking and clawing you with its 
sharp beak and talons. The snake tenses, then lunges, 
and the two collide in midair. 


Marion screams in terror. 


Plebinheim stands on the aerie. The pool of blood 
and the ring of fire are all around you. Several 
guards grab you, and tie your hands and feet. They 
drag you by your shoulders to the edges of the pool 
of blood, lift you over their heads and toss you like a 
sack of potatoes to your fiery death. 


The End 
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You throw the bullets. In a few seconds the fire 
causes the bullets to begin exploding. The Germans 
dive for cover. 

Marion, her eyes tightly closed against the light, 
screams in terror. You stand on the floor of the 
chamber between the eastern and western ramps. 

Everything around you is in confusion. To the 
north, a narrow bridge leadsover the pool of blood 
and the ring of fire to the rack. 

At the top of the western ramp, Plebinheim 
hunches over his stone lever. It is hooked up to a 
giant map of the United States. Rows of tiny lights 
radiate toward major American cities. 

The eagle dives, pecking and clawing you with its 
sharp beak and talons. Thesnake tenses, then lunges, 
and the two collide in midair. 


Marion screams in terror. 


Plebinheim stands in his aerie. Smiling thinly, he 
pulls the lever. A line of holes light up one by 
one, forming a trail that inches its way toward 
Chicago. The Nazi soldiers still search for the source 
of gunfire in the chamber to the east. 

Marion shrieks in panic. The eagle is vainly flying 
toward the chamber roof as the snake's coils wrap 
around the eagle's neck. 
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You stand on the aerie, high above the pyramid 
chamber. Below you the pool of blood whirls faster 
and faster. The ramp slopes down to the south. The 
vines hold the power key suspended over the pool of 
blood. Plebinheim is reaching for his Luger. 


Marion, her eyes tightly closed against the light, 
shrieks and struggles against her bonds. The eagle 
still strains toward the opening in the chamber 

roof as the snake tightens its coils. 

Time to act Indy use your whip on page 76 or use 
your knife on page 77 
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Marion shrikes in panic as the whip just misses 
Plebinheim’s Luger. The eagle is growing weaker as 
the powerful snake tighten their hold. Everything 
happens in slow motion. You hear a bang, you see a 
puff of smoke coming from the Luger. A sharp pain 
shoots through your body as the bullet finds its 
mark. The force throws you backwards. The last 
sound you ever hear is Marion’s terrified — 
INNNNNNNNDY!! 


The End 


76 


The knife end over ends toward Plebinheim, and 
impacts him in the chest. Plebinheim stumbles off 
the aerie and gets sucked into the whirlpool of 
blood. Marion shrieks in panic. The eagle is 
growing weaker as the powerful coils of the snake 
tighten their hold. 

It’s time to use the bullwhip. 

Your whip neatly severs one vine. The power key 
swings to within your reach. The lights on the map 
go out. 

“Indy, get over here and cut me loose!” Marion 
screams 

The eagle tries to throw the snake off its back and 
into the pool of blood, but fails. 

You take the key. 

The eagle with a despairing cry returns to Don 
Ramone's shape as it plunges toward the whirlpool 
of blood. The snake vanishes and Don Pedro 
materializes on the north side of the pool. Nazi 
soldiers are closing in. 

You swing across the chamber and down to the 
rack. Plebinheim's body spins to he top of the pool 
of blood, the knife protruding from its chest. The 
pool of blood and the ring of fire are all around you, 
except for the narrow bridge to the south. The 
pyramid exit is to the north, beyond the pool of 
blood. The vines are hanging just above your head. 
Turn to page 78 to go North. 

Turn to page 79 to go South 
Or to swing on vines turn to page 80 


77 


Several guards grab you, and tie your hands and 
feet. They drag you by your shoulders to the edges 
of the pool of blood, lift you over their heads and 
toss you like a sack of potatoes to your fiery death. 


The End 
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Several guards grab you, and tie your hands and 
feet. They drag you by your shoulders to the edges 
of the pool of blood, lift you over their heads and 
toss you like a sack of potatoes to your fiery death. 


The End 
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You swing across the chamber and down to the 
rack. Plebinheim's body spins to the top of the pool 
of blood, the knife protruding from its chest. You 
pull the knife from Plebinheim and look towards the 
pyramid exit is to the north, beyond the pool of 
blood. 

Plebinheim's body spins around the rim of the 
whirlpool, and into the middle, 
where it disappears. 

“Indy, get me out of this!”” Marion screams 

You slice the rope with your knife and Marion 
jumps into your arms. 

The Nazi soldiers are closing in. 

Marion looks into your eyes expecting a kiss. 


Give Marion a kiss or use the bullwhip. 


To use the bullwhip turn to page 82 
To give Marion a kiss turn to page 81 


80 


You grab Marion firmly but as you do several 
guards grab you pull you away from Marion and tie 
your hands and feet. They drag you by your 
shoulders to the edges of the pool of blood, lift you 
over their heads and toss you like a sack of potatoes 
to your fiery death. 


The End 
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You uncoil your bullwhip and swing across the 
chamber and out into the warm summer air. 


The snake materializes, coiling itself around the 
power key. For one moment Don Pedro's grin is 
before you. Then, the snake, the power key, and the 
vision all vanish. 


You find Marion's sweet face about half an inch 
from yours. She kisses you tenderly and you wonder 
whether this incident is too crazy for the Nobel 
committee to finally give you the peace prize. 


Looks like you won again, Indy. 
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ALERT” 


in 
REVENGE OF THE ANCIENTS** 


ack your way through the steaming, 
H tangled Mexican jungle. Fight off the 
onrush of vertigo as you grope through 
the treacherous, tunnel maze in the treasure- 
laden Tepotzteco Pyramid. Tighten your grip 
as you dangle from the wing of an airborne World War | DeHavilland. 
Whatever it takes, INDIANA JONES, you must stop the cruel Nazi, 
Plebinheim, and his SS thugs from unleashing the power of the Mazatec 
Power Key against the world. 
Vicious bats, venomous snakes, marauding bandits — even for the 
daring INDIANA JONES, this is going to be tough! 
An all-text adventure that features: 
* Advanced techniques that allow you to give commands in plain 
English 
* Fully developed characters that respond realistically 
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